THE MAN I KNEW

all the arrangements in London. Dr. Fleming's sympathy
was also so helpful, and I arranged with him for Douglas
to lie in state in St. Columba's Church, where he had been
an elder. There was a service there before the one held in
Westminster Abbey. Later my husband was brought to
Edinburgh, where he lay in state in St. Giles Cathedral.
No one could have been kinder to me than Dr. Warr of
St. Giles, and I was very grateful also to Sir William Peyton,
who made all the arrangements in Edinburgh as Sir Walter
Braithwaite had done in London.

Douglas had always expressed the wish that, when his
time came, he would be laid to rest in the old family burial-
ground at Dryburgh, and he was buried there with simple
ceremony.

Besides the unforgettable tribute I received from the
ex-service men I had many letters from all parts of the
world. His Majesty the King sent me a very beautiful letter
as did also the Prince of Wales, Princess Mary and the
Prime Minister. I have carefully treasured these letters and
many others.

It is hard, in the first terrible pain of bereavement, to go
through the personal belongings of our loved ones. Things
can hurt so much with their vivid reminder of our loss. But
it has to be done, and in this tragic time I was comforted
by the many evidences of the high courage with which
Douglas lived and of the faith which always upheld him.
I should like to record one of the things which strengthened
me.

I often wondered about a certain picture that always hung
in my husband's bedroom. It depicts an officer bringing a
wounded Egyptian soldier into safety, under the fire of the
enemy at Atbara. Some time afterwards the Duke of Atholl
told me that the officer in the picture was Douglas himself